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“Where ye goln'?"

“Up to the Van Heusen place”

“Where do ye hall from?"
| “Cobleskin,”

« *On business for Judge Westbrook?"

H'Ym'l.

“Writa to serve?”

*“Yes,” I answered with no thounght
of my Imprudence

“Say, young man, by hokey nettie!
I advise you to turn right around and
&o back."

“Why?"

“"Cause if ye try to serve any writs
ye'll git into trouble.”

“That's Interesting,” I answered. *I
am not seeking a quarrel, but I do
want to see how 'the people feel about
the payment of their rents.”

“Say mlster, look down into that val-
ley there,” the strauger began., “See
all them bouses—they're the llttle
houses o' the poor, See how smooth
the Yand 18?7 Whe built them houses?
Who cleaned that land? Was It Mr
Livingston? By hokey nettie! I guess
mot. Tk« men who live there bullt the
houses an' cleaned the land. We aln't
got nothin’ else—not a dollar! It's all
gone to the landlord, T am for the
men who made every rod o' that land
an' who own not a single rod of It
Years an' years ago a king gave It to
a man who never cut one free or lald
one stone on another, The deeds say
that we must pay a rent o' so many
Lushels o' wheat a year but the land is
ne good for wheat, an' ain’t been for
a handred years. Why, ye see, mis-
ter, o good many things have happened
in three hundred years. The land was
willin' to give wheat then an' a good
many folks was willin’ to be slaves. By
hokey nettiel they had got used to it,
Kings an' magistrates an' slavery
dldn't look so bad to 'em as they do
now. Our bralns have changed—that's
what's the matter—snme as the soll
has changed. We want to he free like
other folks in this country. Amerieca
hns growed up around us but here we
are livin' back In old Holland three
hundred years ago. It don't set good.
We see lots o' people that don't have
to be slaves. They own thelr land an'
they aln't worked any harder than we
have or heen any more savin!. That's
why I say we can't pay the renis no
more an’ ye muston't try to make us
By hokey nettie! Yon'll have trouble
If ye do."

The truth had flashed upon me out
of the words of this simple 1 U n-
11 then I had hear b
the ecase. If I were to be the serv:
of justice, s \h' Wright had llih'\

what wus I to do? These tenn

heen f;.—.?:..~1;s='.&'m‘] and were !.-vii,-:'
Grimshawed out of the just fruits of
their toll by the feudal chief whose
remnte ancestor had been a king's fn-

vorite. For half a moment 1
the waverlng needle of
ani then

“If what you say is true 1 think you
are right," I sald.

*1 don't agree with you,”" said young
Latour. “The puatroons have a clear
title to this land. If the tenants don't
want to pay the rents they ought to
get out and muke way for others,”

“Look here, young mun, my name is
Josiah Curtis,” suid the stranger. I
live In the first house on the right-
hand side o' the rond. You may tell
the judge that I won't pay rent po
more—not as long as I live—and I
won't git ont, ¢ither”

“Mr. Latour, you and Purvis may go
on slowly—I'll overtnke vou soon” I
suld.

They wont on and left me alone with
Curtis. He was getting exeited and [
wished to allay his fears.

“Don't let him 1ry to serve no
or there'll be hell to pay in this
leg," said Curtls.

“In that cuse I shall not try to serve |
the writs. I don't want to stir up the
neighborhood, but T want to koow the
frets. I shall try to see other tenants
and report what they say. It may lead
to a settlemaent.”

We went vn together to the top of
the hill near which we had been stund-
ing, Fuar ashend I saw a cloud of dust
but no signs of Latour nnd Parvis
They must have spurred their horses
into a run.
Latour would try to serve the writs In
#pite of me,
What a fool T had been not to eanll for
them. My compnnion saw the look of
concern in my face,

“I don’t like that young feller," sald
Curtls. “He's in fer troubie.”

He ran townrd his house, which was
cnly a few rods beyond us, while I
started on Iin pursult of the two men
at top epeed. Before my horse had
faken a dozen Jumps I heard a horn
bowing behind me aud g echo In the
hilta. Within a half a moment n dozen
horns were sounding in the wvalleys
around me. What n contrast to the
spniet In which we lind been riding was
this pandemonlum which had broken
foose in the countryside, A little ahead
¥ eould see men running out of the
#lelds. My horso had begue to lather,

watehed
my compnss

writs |
val-

The fear cume to me that |

They were In hls pocket, |

for the sun wns hog, My compauions
were far ahead. I could not see the
dust of thelr heels now. I gave up try-
ing to catch them and checked the
speed of my horse and went on at a
walk, The horns were still sounding,
rSm'na of them seecined to be miles
awny. About twenty rods ahead I saw
thren riders in strange costumes come
out of a dooryard and take the road
at a wild gallop in pursulf of Latour
end Puryis. They had not discovered
me. I kept as culm ns I could in the
midst of this excitement.

I passed the house from which the
three riders had just turned iato the
road. A number of women and an old
man and three or four children stood
on the porch. They looked at me In
stlence as I was passing and then be-
gan to hiss and Jeer. It gave me &
feeling I have never known since that
day. 1 jogged along over the brow of
the hill when, at a white, frame house,
I saw the center toward which all the
meén of the countryslde were coming.

Suddenly I heard the hoof-beats of
a horse behind me, I stopped, and
looking over my shoulder saw a rider
approaching me in the costume of an
Indian chief. A red mask covered his
face, A crest of eagle feathers clrcled
the edge of his eap. Without a word
he rode on at my side. I knew not
then that he was the man Josiah Cur-
tis—nor could I at any time have
sworn that it was he.

A crowd had assembled around the
house ahead. I could see a string of
horsemen comling teward it from the
other gide. I wondered what was go-
ing to happen to me. What a shouting
and jeering In the crowded dooryard!
I could see the smoke of a fire. We
reached the gate. Men in Indlan masks
und costumes gathered around us,

“Order! Sh-sh-sh," was the loud com-
mand of the man beside me in whom I
recognlzed—or thought that I did—the
volce of Josiah Curtis. “What has
happened "

“One o' them tried to serve a Wwrit
an' we have tarred an' feathered him."

Just then 1 heard the volce of Pur-
vis sheuting buck In the crowd this
impassioned plea:

“Bart, for God's sake, come here.”

I turped to Curtis and said:

“If the gentleman tried to serve the
writ he acted without orders and de-
serves what he has got. The other fel-
low is simply a hired man who came
along to toke care of the horses. He
couldn't tell the difference between a
writ and a hole in the ground."”

“Men, vou have gone far enough,”
sald Curtls. “This man is all right.
Bring the other men here and put 'em
on thelr horses an' I'll escort ’em out
a’ the town,"

They brought Latour on a rall
amidst roars of Ingghter. What a bear-

They Brought Latour on a Rail Amidst
Roars of Laughter.

lke, poultrified, be-poodled obhlect he
was—burred and sheathed In rumpled
gray feathers from his halr to his
Ieels, The sight and smell of him
senred the horses, There were tufts
of feathers over his ears and on his
¢hin, They had found great joy in
u..,‘ntl iz that aristocratic livery in
which he had "ll‘!"\ifl

Then came poor Purvls. They had
Just begun to apply the tar and feath-
ers to him when Curtis had stopped
the process, He hnd only a shaking
miff of long feathers around his neck.
|“ul lifted the runsways into thelr

gadldles. Purvis started off nt a gallop,

shonting “Come on, Bart,” but they
| stoppe »d him.

“Don't be in a hurry, young feller,”
| said one of the Indining, and then there
was another ronr of lnughter.

“Go buek to yer work now,” Cuortls
shouted, and turnlng o me added:
“You ride along with me und let our
foathered friends follow us

Bo we
way bick to Coblesklll.
us at the town line
| beyond.

Latour was busy plcking his arms
and shoulders. Presently he took off
his feathered coat and threw It away,
| saying:

“They'll have to pay for this, Every
one o' those jackrnbbits will have to
sertle with me,”

“You brought it on yourself,” I sald,
“You ran away from me and got us all
into trouble by being too smart. You
tried to be a fool and succeeded be-
yond your expectation”

It was dark when I left my com-
panions in Cobleskill
clothes and had my supper and found
Judge Wostbrook in his home and re-
ported tle talk with Curtls and eur
adventure and my view of the sltoa-
tion back in the hills. T obseryed that
he gave the latter a cold welecome,

Our gulde left

Then came the most eritienl

“T shall sepd the |
posase,” he sald with a troub
“Pérdon me, but I think
a b.:g matter worse,” I # M
“We must not forget
troons are our cllents” he
I ylelded and went on with &
In the next week or so 1
self of the rectitude of Ty

my history—a confilet with T
Fear on one side and Conse
the other.

The judge raised wy salary, | s
ed the money, but every day 1 d
have to lend my help, directly dl-
rectly, to the prosecution of
which I could not belleve to bhe just.
My heart went out of my work, Tbe-
gan to fear myself. For weeks T bad
not the courage to take issue ﬂ& the
learned judge.

One evening T went to hls home de-
termined to put an end to my unhep-
piness, After a little talk I told him
frankly that I thought the patroons
should seek a friendly setﬂementﬂth
thelr tenants.

“Why?' he asked,

“Becnuse their position 1s uajust,
un-American and untepable,” was my
answer.

He rose and gave me his hand and
a smile of forbearance In consldera-
tion of my youth, as I took it

I left much {irritated and spent a
sleepless night in the course of which
I decided to cling to the Ideals of Da-
vid Hoffman and Silas Wright,

In the morning I resigned my place
and asked to be relleved ns S00B as
the convenlence of the judge would
allow it, He trled to keep me with
gentle persuasion and higher pag, but
I was firm. Then I wrote a long létter
to my friend the senator.

Again I had ehosen my way and with
due regard to the compass.

CHAPTER XVI.

The Man With the Scythe.

It was late in June before T was able
to disengage myself from the work of
the judge's office. Meanwhile there
had been blood shed back In the hills.
One of the sherifi’s posse had heen se-
verely wounded by a bublet and had
falled to serve the writs. The judge
Lad appealed to the governor. People
were talking of “the rent war."

What a Joy eatered my heart when
I was aboard the steamboat, at last,
and on my way to all most dear to me!
As I entered Lake Champlain I con-
sulted the map and declded to leave
the boat at Chimney Point to find Knte
Fullerton, who hud wriiten to the
schoolmaster from Canterbury., My
aunt had sald in a letter that eld Kate
was lving there and that a& great
change had come over her. 8o I went
ashore and hired a horse of the ferry-
man

I passed throngh Middlebury and
rode into the grounds of the ecollege,
where the senator had been edugated,
and on out to Wesbhrldge to see whero
he had lived as o boy, I fgund ithe
Wright homestead—a | ¢o r
white house at the ead of o
valley with wooded hills behind”'it—
and rode up to the door. A white-
haolred old lady in a black lnce cap
was sittlng on s porch looking out
at the sunlit fields,

“Is this where Senntor Wright lived
when he was a boy 1" I asked.

“Yes, sir,” the old Indy answered,

“I am from Canton.”

She rose from ber chalr,

“You from Canton!" she exclalmed,
“Why, of all things! That's where my
boy's home Is. I'm plad to sce you. Go
an’ put your horse in the barn.

I dismounted and she came noar. me,

“Silas Wright is my boy,” she sald,
“What is your name?"

“Barton Buaynes” I answered as I
hitehed my horss,

“Barlon Duaynes! Why, Bilas has
told me all about you in his lotters,
He writes to me every week, Come
and slt down."

We sat down together on the porch.

“Sllas wrote In his last letter that
you were going to leave your place in
Cobleskill,” she continued to my sur-
prise, “He sald that he was glad you
had decided not to stay.”

It was joyful news to me, for the
genntor's sllence had worrled me and 1
had begun to think with alarm of my
future,

“T wish that he would take you te
Wushington to help him. The poor
man hag too much to do.”

“I should think it a great privilege
to go,” I answered,

“My boy likes you," she went on,
“You have been brought up just as he
was, [ vsed to read to him cvery eve
ning when the candles were lit. How
hard he worked to make a man of him-
¢elf! I have known the mother's juy.
I cun truly say, ‘Now let thy servt.nt
depart in peace,'”

| Vi

| said Mrs. Wright.
sturted up the rrm'] on our |

“ior mine eyes have seen thy ﬂnh
ation,'" I quoted.

"You see I know much about ym
| and much about your aunt and uncle®

She left me for n moment and soon
the whole household was gathered

gome three miles | about me on the porch, the men huv-q

ing come up from the fields. They pl:rﬁ'
my horse In the barn and sressed mel
to stay for dinner, which 1 did. As I.
was golng the gentle old lady gave
me a4 palr of rittens which her distins

gulshed son Lad worn during his last}

winter In coliege. I remembor well
how tenderly she handled them!

“I hope that Bllas will get you to
help him"—those were the last word
she said to me when I bade her good-
by.

The shailows were long when T got
to Canterbury. At the hend of b

1 changed my *main street I looked down upon a vil®

lage green and some fine old elms. It
wus o singularly quiet place, T stopped
in front of a big white mecting house,
An old man was mowing lu its graves
yard near the highway. Slowly
swung his scythe, -
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Jlleve ye do.

ed.
- HWell, ll:’l purty likely that T do,” he

answered as he stood resting on his

soath. “T've lived seventy-two years

_| on this hill come the fourteenth day o

June, an' if 1 dldn't know whege she
lived I'd be ’shamed of it. Do you see
that blg house down there in the
treest *

I could see the place at which he
polnted far back from the village street
in the valley below us, the house near
ly hidden by tall evergrecns,

“Yes" I answered.

“Wal, that's the Squire Fullerton
place—he's Kate's father.”

“Does the squire Hye there?"

“No, sir—not eggzacly, He's dyin’
there—been dyin’ there for two year
er more. By gosh! It's wonderful how
hurd "tis fer some folks to quit breaths
v, Say, be you any o' his family?”

HNO-II a

“Nor no friend o' his?"

“No "

* “Course not. He never had a frlend
In his llfe—too mean! He's too mean
to die, mister—too mean fer hell an' I
wouldn't wonder—honest, I wouldn't—
mebbe thats why God is keepin' him
here—jest to meller him up a lttle
Soy, mister, be you in a hurry?”

HNO’II

“Say, hitch yer hoss an' come In
here. I want 10 show ye suthin'.”

I dismounted and hitched my harse
to the ferce tnd followed him Into the
old churchyard, between weather-
stalned mossy headstones and graves
overgrown with wild roses. Near the
for end of these thick-sown acres he
stopped.

“Here's where the buryin' begun”
sald my guide. “The first hole lao the
kill was dug for a b'ullerton.”

There were many small monuments
and slabs of marble—some spotted
with lichens end all in commémoration
of departed Fullertons.

“Say, look a' that,” said my gulde as
he pulled nside the stem of a leafy
brier red with roses, “Jest read that,
mister.”

My keen eyes slowly spelled out the
time-worn words on a slab of stalned
marble:

Sacred to the memory of
Eatherine Tullerton
1787-1508
“Proclalm hls Word in every place
That they are dead who fall from grace®

A dark ghadow fell upon the house
of my soul and I heatd a loud rapping
at its door which confused me untll
looking out, I saw the strange truth of
the matter. Rosge leaves and blossoms
seemed to be trying to hide it with
their beaunty, but in vain.

“[ understand,” I sald.

“No ye don’t. Leastways I don't be-
lleve ye do—not correct. Squire Ful-
lerton dug a grave here an’ had on
empiy coffin put into it away bock In
1808, It means that he wanted every-
hody to woderstan” that bis girl was
jest the game as dead to him an’ to
God. Sny, he knew all nbout God's
wishes—that man. Gosh! He hna
In 1%, T guess, Say, mister, do ye koow
why he sent her there?”

1 shook my head.

“Yis ye do, tan. It's the same ol
tlilng that's been sendin' women to
hell ever sinee the world begun. Ye
know hell must "a' heen the Invention
of o moen—that's sartio—an’ it was
mostly fer women an’ children—that'h
earthner—an' for ali the men that
dldn't agree with him. Set down hera
an’ I'll tell ye thie hull story. My day's
work Is dona”

We sat down together and he went
on 18 follows:

“Did ye ever see Kote Fullerton?”

“Yes."

“No ye didn't, nuther. Yer too young.
Mebhe ve scen her when she was old
an' broke down, but that wa'n't Kate
—no more'n I'm Bill Tweedy, which 1
ain't. Knte wne g8 handsome as a
golden robin. Halr ycller 28 his breast
an’ feet as spry a8 hls wings an' a
volce as sweet 49 his song, an' ¢yes as
bright as his'n—yis, slr—ye couldn't
heat her fer looks, That was yenrs
nnd years ago. Ier wother died when
Kate was ten yenr old—there's her
grave in there with the sickle an’ the
sheaf an’ the portry on it. That was
unfort'nit an' no mislake. Course the
squire married 0z'ln but the new wife
wa'n't no kind of s mother to the girl,
an' yon koow, mister, there was &
voung scoundrel here by the name o'
Grimishaw. His father was a rich man
—owned the cooper ghop an' the saw-
mill an' the tanuery an’ a lot o' ¢learsd
lund down in the valley. He kep' come
p'ny with her fer two or three year.
Then all of 2 sudden folks began to
talk—the women In poartic'lar, Ye
know 1men invented hell an” wemen
keep up the fire. Kate dida't look #ight
to 'om. Fust we knew, vounp Grime

Nshaw had dropped her an' was keepln®

comp'ny with nnother gel—yis, sir. Do
ye know why"

Before T could nnswer he went on:

“No ye don't—leastways I don't bpe
It was ‘cnuse hor fathor
was richer'n the squire an’ had prom-
4sed his gal ten thousan' dollars the
day she was marrled. All of n =ud-
den Kate disappeared. We didn't Kpow
whit had happened fer o long time,

(TO DE COMTINUED.)

It Can't Be Done.
A French professor avers that the

greatest wealth of ideas comes to the

fhuman brain hetween two and flve

o'clock n the morning, Hos the
llearned professor over heen abls to
(Blt on one that enmeo anyweys near
oling his wifo during the wee small
pours? Neither have we—Crit

-

4 A Flax “Hurry-Up.”
A machine has been inwented by &
otchman  that prepirss flax  for
nuficture within a few hours after
hqs been pulled from the ground lie
tend of taking doys, or even woeks

Such tender bits of fine meat—such careful season-
ing! Onetaste of Libby’s Vienna Sausage, served

pipin? hot, will tell you it was prepared by master

chefs!

Centents will serve two,

L:I:by. MSNeill & ubby. Clucago

Ask your grocer for a package today.

SIamps for Fiume.
The Hungarian stamps which the
Itadinn forces seized in Fiume and

overprinted with the word Tlume
apparently were in use qonly &
short time; for now we learn that

the Ttalinns have lssued special ad-
hesives Tor this oceupled Hungurian
port, These Flume stamps of Ital-
lan printing bear each a scene from
n street In the eity, with what Is
apparently the Italian flag flying {from
one of Flume's public buildings.

You can fight a battle In which the
sunlight of eternal righteousness
clears the sights.

She may be a thing of henuty until
vou see her emerging from the surf.

An Even Bet.
Gernld—I am golng to kiss yous
Geraldine—I'll bet you don't. I
Gerald—What will you bet?
Gernldine—A  kiss.

Important to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of
CASTORIA, that famohbs old remed
for infants and children, and see that it
Bears the
Signature of 7
In Use for Over 30 Years. g
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

Brokers who sell short and walt

for a full often get a hard one.

Wise is the married man who keeps
private affairs to hlzmelt‘

Delicate Mechanism

Despite its scope Swift &
Company is a business of in-
finite details, requiring infinite

attention.

Experienced men must know
~livestock buying “with owie

edge of weight, price, t

amount

and quality of meat the live
animals will yield.

Each manufacturing operation must
be done with expert skill and scientific
precision. A highly perishable product
must be handled with speed and care

to avoid loss.

Chemists, engineers, accountants,
and other specialists are required to
take care of our intricate problems.

Alert wisdom and judgment must
be used in getting stocks of goods into
the open channels of demand through
our four hundred branch houses,

Branch house organizations

must

show activity and energy to sell at the
market in the face of acute competi-
tion from other large packers,
hundreds of small ones.

All these requirements ofintelligence,
loyalty, devotion to the task, are met
in the personnel of Swift & Company,
Yet the profit isonly a fraction of a cent
per pound with costs at minimum.

How can the workings of this deli-
cate human mechanism be improved

upon?

Do you believe that Government
direction would add to our efficiency
or improve the service rendered the
producer and consumer ?

Let us send you a Swift “Dollar”,
It will interest you.
Address Swift & Company,
Union Stock Yards,

Chicago, L

]

Swift & Company, U.S. A.

THIS SHOWS
4 WHAT BECOMES OF
THE AVERAGE DOLLAR %)
RECEIVED BY '

1298 CENTE FOR
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